
Readers' Authors Present an "Authors' Author"
THIS uniform edition of Leonard

looks like an attempt on

the part of distinguished authorship to

command from the public, daring the life-

time of a neglected confrere of high

deserts, the material recognition that is

sadly overdue him. If such is the , ase

the experiment is a heartwarming ihm to

watch and the edition, which is a good

one, doubly merits enormous sales.

I!ut why has jeonanl Merrick gone

neglected .'

Our friend who edits a popular magsi

line undertook to tell us why. Although

you would not suspect it from his work,

he is one magazine man whom nature
intended, not for a real estate agent or a

patent medicine render, hut for a poet.

He had borrow d Ccmrmd in Quet from

us and had, of con r.--c. succumbed; In- - had

met Leonard Merrick and was his.

He said Merrick heretofore had never

been properly advertised. Advertising

could make nut only money but momen-

tarily wrioUS recognition for bad fiction.

Want of it could damn the Ix-s- Tell even

the pundits insistently enough tl at Mary

Ann Petefkins's Hearts and Hon) was a

great novel, and lo! they would begin to

think it was. A piffling incompetent

author could lo "built up." provided some

editor or publisher would Hike trouble

and buy Hie space.

II.
Our friend then went off on shop tan-

gents. Able promoting could force any
magazine down the public throat in any
quantity, If one of Mr. Saffron editors
thought The Yellow Vtimioir Review was
ready to profit in ails by 100.000 more
circulation, he had only lo report to that
effect and next month the thing was done.
Fiction editors no longer watched the
mails for promi.-in- g contributions; they
called up Hailow 15. Rlenkinsop, genius
while you wait, and ordered a "()) word
love story interesting to business men,
the copy to be ready by Thursday noon.

I
is the one that leads lo success.

Amid its bumps and hollows booest men
stumble and fall and perish It really isn't
a road at all, but a Forest, in which the
gentler animals are merely the food of the
wolves. So I no longer lay too much blame
upon a business man a denizen of the
Forest if he makes of himself n wolf.
Nowhere else is the law of the survival of
the lit i t so rigidly enforced as in the
Fores) of Business."

This paragraph is from ITofve a short
and intense novel of American Big busi-

ness, by Ablen W. Welsh, who is new to
toe writing of novels but long trained in
the forest of which he writes His first
novel is in many respects a notshle one.
ll is executed with vigor, reserve and an
nbsolute lack of waste, and the mystery
element is so ably handled as to convince
us that Mr. Welch can if he chooses be-

come a first class master of detective
stories.

The conviction came to Erich Congreve
early that business was "a deep forest
peopled by wolves in men's clothing" and
that it only remained to discover which
wolf had the longest and the sharpest
teeth. Mr. Welch uses yotmp Congreve
as his central figure, showing the effect
which continual struggle bad iimh his
character. There are numerous minor
issues which need not inter into this dis-

cussion but which will interest the reader.
In some respects Mr. Welch's method is

strongly reminiscent of Arnold Bennett.
In meticulous manipulation of detail,
especially in the minutia of household ser-

vice, the touch is similar and there are
times when the theme and certain situa-

tions in Wolves incline toward The Price
uf .ore. through the plot and development
are quite dissimilar.

In literary execution Mr. Welch falls
far short of Bennett We question whetb-ke- r

Bennett even after merciless business
training could ever have spoken of "a
brace of exeessivfy humorous remarks."
Al any rate this unpractised writer has
the art of winning and holding the iut st

of his readers, and these win include
people who are not usually d'awn to
novels in which the commercial element
is stressed. Although nH without ro-

mance, this is in no sense a romantic novel.
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What chance had a Leonard Merrick "on
his own" in such a world .'

It Bounded to us like a wearied minor
devil describing hell. We did not believe
it was true. We decline to believe that it
is true. If ii is let u- - suppress it, as the
New England spinster said of Darwin'-- :

theory of the creation. With regard to
most of the marar'uicH we ice we have no
object ntn to it. It our friend's explana-
tion does not explain their short stories
something else equally fearful most ex-

plain them. But among' novels it has oc-

casionally happened that one has d

without Sawfish of trumpet-- ,
quietly made its way and present! dote
mated the book market.

Leonard Merrick's novels some years
ago had their chance in America to do
Unit. They received abundant profes-
sional recognition. We should have sup-
posed them j 1st the ij"od novels lo succeed

however, ours is a naively sophisticated
new. They didn't. We have noiv been
trying to figure out the reason, independ-
ently of the advertising theory.

The excuse for all' this thinking aloud
in public is a copy of The Actor-Manaae-

preface by Mr. Howells. He thinks it "in
every way the best of Mr Merrick's itSIMS
so tar as I know them." We do not agree
v. bun ; and- - deferring discussion of its
merits for a moment -- we think it the Mer-

rick novel least likely to have a very gen-
eral appeal. lis material is restricted to
the people of the stage, and thai is ma-

terial which the large stage-truc- k eh lent
of the public w ill have none of unless it is
treated in a stages! ruck way ; while t

of the public finds it oai nipr-riilin-

for interest.
Here is an exceedingly simple story,

beautifully spontaneous, yet fanned i form
Ls a professional consideration, and spon-
taneity if anything ought to handicap a
writer with the average Pender, who can't
gratifying! j see for himself how clever
the writer is I, about four persons: an
excessively ideal tic and moralistic actor
and playwright ; an able commercial
actress with a typically ahnormulizcd ego
and nature; a romantic young man of
wealth; another actress of finer parts who
Sympathizes with the idealist and whose
business in the story is to unfold hun at

Aren't Business Men Wicked
What romance it has was evidently not
in Hie original prescription but has been
laid on in a thin coating as a concession
to consumers. The lack of a deeper love
interest will not be found detrimental,
and is preferable to an excess of senti-
ment in a book of this nature. As the
author says, speaking for his hero "What
has a wolf to do with love?"

YVOLYKN. Ttv AlMM W. WBjCSL Alfre.1
A. Knopf. l.o.

"The Mystery Keepers"
manifest need in fiction of aTHH detective of the better class

has been supplied by Marion Fox in The
31ystent Keeper. Marteyne the psychic
sleuth, does not rely upon seances to bring
out the guilt of murderers, and there is
only one bit of table turning in the whole
book. He is a mild sort of medium who

just wanders around the scene of the
crime and gets rather cloudy revelations
of what happened.

The liook is equipped with a haunted
abbe and a g family tradition.
It is never dull enough lo put the reader
lo sleep al noon, or exciting enough lo
make him fall out of a hammock.

THE MYSTERY KPKT'KRS. Ttv Mvkion
Kox. Jena Laue Cesspaay. SI .50,

Here is a British opinion of Jnrn
Head: "Mr. Hergeshcimer has two grave
faults as a novelist his sensuous passion
for hot, highly colored dee.. ration, and his
contentment with occasionally slovenly
KngKtf;. It would not be worth men-

tioning this if we did not think lie was
capable of besoming a very great novelist
indeed." That "a sensuous passioa for
hot. highly colored decoration," is a grave
f ault is nonsense. That the decoratiaa m

Jmen Head is "hoi" is a matter of personal
temperature and pray, on which pages
is (he -- lovenly English".'

Gertrude Ath.rton says in the July Me--I
lure's thai she doesn't drink and is agin

prohibition, and the other day we met an
author who does drink and is strong for
prohibition; on the third hand it can be
authoritatively staled that Uupert
Hughes's The Cap of Fan will help no
one to decide.

the beginning, then to get out of the way,
finally lo return, not to provide a happy
ending, but lo plliua mistake of Mr.
Merrick's attitude tor a tragic one.

The idealist and the ci miner-ria- l actress
marry, prosper together professionally
while tormenting each other connubially,
and naturally break apart, the lady pro-

viding fir her future bj making a 'Scoun-

drel" ot the rich romantic-- , he husband's
friend. This, fin- - reader is allowed to
slirmi-- c, frees the husband to be happy
with the woman he shantd have married in

the first place.

III.
We hare seen Mr. Merrick admired in

print for his knowledge of "the -- earn)
side" of the theatrical profession Now if
only lie did exploit a seamy side The
Aetur Manager Would probably be a best
-- oiler in this country. But unfortunately
for his royalties, Mr. MmWh, who knows
actors, insists on seeing s.nall difference
between their natural history and that ot
any other class. What seams he does turn
up run through the entile human fabric.
If his idealist Oliphant were a lawyer,
the worldly and wife
Btarehe a social d i miter's daughter true
to breed, and Alma King a sthmagiankt r,

the developments could he the -- ame al-

though Blanche in characterization would
lie .somewhat different, since she is, as
Mr Howells rioter, specifically of and for
the -- tagr-.

Half a dozen kinds of malt rea! luent of
the material without any rebuilding of
tin- plot might have made it go like hot
cakes. Suppos,. scientific sentimental

iew were taken of Blanche Kllerton.
Have her ever --o Advanced; dedicate her
lo her own Personality J repudiate her
claims of motherhood on woman toot for
birth control; May Oliphant as a "pre-
destined" medi.-eva-l prig: give Fairbairn.
not the acute romantics, hut ruthless,
primal strength and buy yourself vour
Kolls-Koye- c and your villa

Or take the syrupy sentimental attitude
toward Oliphant: make him as Noble as

have Blanche a Bail Woman,
a vampire; let Alma King love and re-

nounce in saintly silence, only to let her
hps and Ofipwanta meet on the last page.

ii Sock Songs
sfedb and the BookDOUBTLESS

lake up the volume

of Sock Songs with a diffident hem aud

haw and dovvn-as- t eyes, for the songs

were called forth by a contest in another
department of Tbi Stopm Sun, and

they reappear bitacta covers with the

benefit of an imposing office preface.

Miss Lata Merrick, a ssagstaiae writes
invented the contest and proposed it to

Thk Si n. Hex idea, which worked out

admirably, was to stimulate patriotic knit-

ting and to peasant knitters to make Bp
cheery, bssnerjl little jangles for enclosure
with the socks lo the men in France.

Within its first month the contest as-

sumed proportions no one had expected.
The weekly prizes were $6 worth. $3
worth and worth of wool; and it is safe
to say that many a serious poetry compe-
tition has failed to produce more gratify-
ing results, both in quantity of entries
and the conditions allow ed for - in aver-
age qnahtty.

The contest ran from May. 1918, imtil
the armistice. Rath Sunday the three
prize winning songs were published, with
ten others ot "honorable mention," and
sometimes a few more that seemed inter-

esting. All that were published have
tieen mad" quite independently of Thk
Si x into a presentable little book, which
is one of the souvenirs of the work, at
home to win the war.

Our heart sinks with a fear that Messrs.
Mencken, t'olum, Frank Harris, Francis
Hackett, and (last but not greatest I Clay-

ton Hamilton, should any or all these as-

sorted wiseacres happen to pounce on this
volume, would search it in vain for a
milestone on the pathway up Parnassus.
The writers of the Sock Songs were made
happy in the writing and a few odd tens
of thousands of people were in the read-

ing; ami this at a time when Imnaamma
was scarce and strictly rationed. And
so, for our part, we are gfaal that there
were Soek SuStgB, and glad that there is

a Iwok of them albeit v.e could have
wished that the book's appearance had
been more timely.

Of the two or three hundred songs re-

published a good third seem ingenious
enough to hold their own iu ttBhck'of'

11

Decidedly m e trouble r ilb Leonard M r--i

iek is being an honest man
He does the thing his wav and as easily

and uncorist rainedly as he does everything,

lie refuses to take himself hard as a sage
or softly as a pander. And he has no

partisan sympathies among the char-

acters. Blanche originally married to
Fairbairn and oliphant to Alma wnwU

bare been happy ever after according to
their different bights and worthy enough
of any one's respect-- alt hough there
would b,- - no novel. The wrong man hav-

ing married the wrong woman, each in
behavior following natural bent, both cut
sorry figures the man a an arrant prig,
the woman as an unfeeling mother an un-

sympathetic eomr.ide, a sordidly faithless
wife.

Of the two, conventionally she append
the worse, because the ideals with which
her situation conflicts, luxury and i

hght celebrity, are ideals conventionally
inferior to domesticity and artistic integ-

rity. And so more than one recent re-

viewer has junip-- at the conclusion that
the author is a partisan of the prig.
Which is a mistake. Tie" point of The
Artur-Manaijr- r. if it unconsciously has a
point, is that auyliody, always himself
arid true to himself, max appear admir-

able or contemptible according to the
natures of the persons with whom he is
surrounded and related.

IV. I
This novel lieing what it is. its failure

of popularity is more or less understand-
able. But what of Cmxrail, the golden
Cuurtul, which isn't limited in interest by
anything, but is lightly fiddled on one of
the heartstrings of every uian and woman
over 30? Mr. Howells asks our own nues-tio- n

about the neglect of Leonard Mer-ri- c'

and makes several guesses at the
answer guesses that must have failed lo
satisfy Mr. Howells himself.

What at the correct answer, anyway f
Perhaps these twelve disl inguished spon-

sors have supplied it and the world at
large is to discover Merrick at last under
Ibcir auspi,-e- . We hope so!

THE A TOR MANAGES. Tiv Lassusn
mi K. Introduction l,y William Dean

Howells. K. P. Puttou ft Co. Limited
coition. .'.

"light vers'" as that commodity goes now,
and a few by Miss Nancv Ford, Mrs.
Emma A. lmglotz, Mrs. Jose M. Asensio,
Miss Laura Wallen, Mrs. Constance En-I- w

Hoar, and the exceedingly graceful
and felicitous Mr. Edward Ten Bnieck
Perine. among others, are not far from !e-in- g

poetry hi any ordinary company. As
a eciuien of these, we have selected
To ne Who Would Xot Learn to Knit
by Miss Ford:

"Here in still New England are brisk,
bright mornings

And long, golden snatnassnt without
alarms or warnings.

"The patchwork hills Be well content be-

neath the autumn sun,
The orchard tr-e- s are bent villi fiiil. and

harvesting is done.

"The d "oil of Flanders a
richer harvest yields,

Ami bath walks terribly to reap those
grim, unlovely fields.

"And there are men in Flanders wim battle
for the right.

Who die to guard for you and me this
home of all delight

"And yet you yawn and say it's much to
hard for you to do;

Too hard! To knit for those who tight to
keep your home for you!"

SOCK SUMS Boston: The Catalan 'm-pan.- T.

Lio.

"As a novel the book is a little ineCsbel
cut," writes a London reviewer of Hlin
AUeif. "It strikes you that a seduction
here and there is thrown in Iiecause a
W. L. Oeorge book Vithout sex would be
too gTeat an anomaly for any one." Evi-

dently the worthy W. L. is iii without
honor in his own eountrv.
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